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To Dream 


Author's Notes: 
| made this up, although I\'d like to think it happened. I\'m sick like that. :P 


‘Dad? Are you awake?! 


Slash opened his eyes, a dull lingering head-ache grasping his mind, weighing his senses down. His first thought 
was that he didn't know where he was. This wasn't his room. His cheats weren't ocean-blue. His bed wasn't this 


big, or this comfortable, his roof wasn't that high. 
‘Dad? Hello? there was that little child's voice again. 


Slash felt a small hand grasp at his fingers, shaking his hand slightly. Just what the fuck was up? Was he still 
asleep, dreaming? It didn't feel like it though, it all felt real. At first, the guitarist didn't even dare looking up at 
whomever the voice could belong to. He'd figured it was the voice of a girl. Which frightened him, because 


firstly he didn't have a daughter, and.. well, that was pretty much it. Taking a deep breath, he turned to face 


her. 


Leaning with her arms against the side of the bed was a small girl, probably about seven years old, propping 
her head up with one hand. She looked like the spitting image of him, with long, thick dark curls, chocolate eyes 
and caramell skin. Slash's eyes widened. Was this some sort of joke? But when he met the girl's gaze, full of 
love and respect for him, he realised that this child was indeed his daughter. 


‘We're having breakfast, the whole family. Please, say you'll join us. The tone in the girl's voice sounded so 
pleading, so full of anticipation. 


‘Wha.. yeah. Sure, sweetie, I'll join you guys. Just hold your horses a sec, ‘kay? 


The girl nodded, before hurriedly scooting out, running down the stairs yelling something in a loud, happy voice. 
Slash stood up on wobbly legs, looking the room over, scanning his surroundings and taking them in. It was a 
large room, with beige walls. The furniture didn't look too expensive, a couch and a flat-screen TV being part 
of the collection, but they sure as hell weren't cheap fake lables. He opened up the door he'd found on the 
right wall only to find a huge bathroom, with a marble floors and milky white inveriors. The guitarist thought 
he might drop down dead any second, baffled But as he walked towards the sink, he caught a glimpse of 


himself in the mirror. 


The shook was immediate, he even jumped back a step or two and gasped out loud, for what he saw in the 
mirror wasn't him. Or, it was him. But it was an eight years younger version of him. He eyed himself, suddenly 
frightened, and reached out to touch his face. His reflection did the same. He ran his hands where he knew 


there should be wrinkles, along his cheeks and chin. He found none. The feeling was un-nerving to say he least. 


‘Daaaad?' called the little girl to him again. Still not fully comprehending what was going on, Slash pulled a pair 

of jeans and a t-shirt on, both found lying on a chair by the night-stand as if waiting for him. By co-incident, 
he noticed his top-hat standing on the drawer at the other end of the room. He walked over and grabbed it, 

propping it down on his head. He smirked; the gesture hadn't felt nearly so casual in ages. 


The guitarist went slowly down the stairs, staring wide-eyes at what he took in. He somehow knew he belonged 
here, even though he'd never been here before, had never seen the place. He felt lost, yet at home. The little 
girl ran up to him, taking his fingers in her tiny hand and guiding him towards what appeared to be the kitchen 
They passed by a huge dining hall on the way which made Slash turn his head in awe. 


As Slash walked into the kitchen, another fairly sized room, the girl pointed to his seat by the table. There 
were six chairs, but only four plates put out. Slash thought he might pass out but shook his head, braced 


himself. There was just too much to take in. 


‘Look, dad! | spread the table, like you told me to!" the girl beamed gleefully, sitting down at what appeared to 
be her spot, right next to him. 


‘You're very good at it, sweetie, Slash replied, smiling whole-heartedly back. Though he didn't know her name, 
he felt his heart strings being pulled at. He just had to ask, ‘Where are the others? 


‘They'll be here soon. Jennifer wanted to join to the supermarket, preparing for a late breakfast. It's weekend, 
after all, the girl explained knowingly. 


‘Jennifer? Your sister? 


‘Yeah. She always wants to do everything. She's such a little brat. Sorry, you don't like it when | call her that, 
do you dad?" 


Slash chuckled a little, surprised over what words such a young lady would have in store. She must really be 
his daughter. He almost even forgot that this was alien and foreign to him, because it never felt that way. It 
was a both terrifying and a fantastic feeling. 


‘Now, now, you shouldn't call you sis' a brat. No, | don't approve of that. She might be useful tya in the future 
y'know, Slash winked at the child and stroke her cheek. 


‘She's a pest to me now though,’ the girl mumbled, whining a little and frowning. 
Slash patted her head, tousling her curls gently. They felt just like his to the touch. But her personality 
reminded him of somebody else, strangely enough.. he found himself wondering whether co-incident really 


worked that way. 


‘Oh look! They're home, dad! suddenly the girl was by the window, moving so qucikly that Slash didn't even 
notice how she got there. The guitarist didn't dare walking over and looking out, though. He knew he'd find out 
in short time what his apparent other daughter looked like. Not to speak of his wife... 


The sight that met him was shocking, even more so than all that had already occurred. As the door flung 
open, another small girl-child ran inside. She had to be about five years old, and her hair was red. The same 
red-gold hair Slash'd dreamt of every night. The girl's eyes were green as emeralds. The same emerald green 
Slash could never knock out of his head. The child ran up to the guitarist's chair and hugged him hurriedly 
before continuing bouncing up-stairs. And following the girl, who had to have been Jennifer, entered Axl. 


The singer was wearing blue jeans and a black leather-jacket. He had sunglasses on and a bag of something 
that appeared to be groceries stuffed under his arm. He looked tired and a bit worn, but never-the-less he 
smiled when he laid eyes on the guitarist. 


Slash felt his heart skip a beat. Was this really not a dream? Was this his reality? He needed to know. Without 
thinking, Slash stumbled to his feet and took a few hasty steps towards the redhead, then snaking his arms 
around the older man's waist, simply taking him in his arms, holding him tightly. He felt real. 


‘S-Saul.?' laughed Axl in surprise, before handing the groceries to the oldest girl, ‘Jenna, take this for me, and 
hugging back. Slash felt the tears coming. How could he have let this go? How could he have left Axl? He knew 
that this Axl had apparently never been left behind, he was that different. Slash hoped this was time re- 
setting just for the sake of them being together, being happy. He kissed his singer fully on the lips, tears 


streaming down his cheeks and dripping off of his bold chin. 


Axl's eyes widened but he soon kissed back, softly and affectionately. Then he pulled away, just locking their 


gazes, a concerned frown dug into his forehead as he realized that Slash was crying. 
‘What the fuck's up with you, Saul? Baby? 


There was so much raw concern and worry in his voice, and still there was that edge, that bitter taste Axl's 


words always seemed to leave behind. 
‘I'm so sorry, William! So sorry for everything! 


Slash buried in head in the crook of the singer's neck, who was just staring dumb-foundedly at him, stroking 


his back in gentle motions. 


Sorry for what.? Axl's voice was growing chillier by the minute, as if he was a venomous snake waiting to 


strike. ‘What the fuck've you done, Saul.” 


Slash cried harder, clutching Axl tighter to himself. He didn't want to let this life go. He didn't want to go back 
to what he usually had. All he wanted was to stay here with his beloved Axl Rose, his William, his lover and 
husband, and watch their daughters grow into fine young and independent women. Watch them marry and be 
the grandfather of their children in turn. 


l'm sorry I've been such an ass to you! l'm sorry | haven't been there for you! 


‘What the fuck makes you say that? You've been here all along, Saul, the singer replied and kissed his cheek, 
still not understanding what all the fuzz was about. ‘Now, I've gotta get down to work. There's two girls and an 
ass in need of breakfast here, Slasher: 


Slash wiped his face with the back of his hand and nodded, smiling sadly. Slowly, he made his way to the living 
room, which he found on the second floor after not searching for far too long. The red-headed girl named 
Jennifer had already claimed both the best spot of the sofa and the TV itself, looking at some stupid animated 
kids' show. Sighing a little at his bad luck, Slash sat down beside her and sniffled quietly. 


‘Dad is sad? asked the little redhead, looking at him with those giant green orbs of hers and tilting her head 
worriedy. Those eyes were so full of sympathy and affection, although she couldn't possibly know that that 
was what she displayed in her innocence, that Slash just caved in again. Tears spilled out, running down his 
already wet and stained cheeks. 


‘Yeah.. yeah Jen-honey, dad's a bit sad Today... 


The little girl stood up beside him on the couch, and placed her hands on his cheeks, stroking some of the 
tears away with her frail thumbs. She beamed at him and kissed his nose, giggling. Slash held her to himself, 
still crying, tickling her lightly and she writhed like a snake, squeeling happily. 


‘ls dad happy now?" she beamed, lying down in his arms and toying with his curls. 
‘Yes. Dad is very happy now, smiled Slash sadly, wiping at his eyes again. This time, the tears of sorrow had 
turned into tears of joy. 


Slash looked up and noticed Jenna by the door frame, a jealous pout on her face. He smiled warmly at her. 
‘Do you want a hug too, Jenna? 
The dark-skinned child turned her head-away, still pouting. 


‘C'mon, sweetie. It's for free; Slash added. He saw a smile beginning to form on the older girl's lips, but she was 
apparently very head-strong. Her persona was so very much like Axl's. 


‘Jenna, dad is sad. You can make him happy too,' tried Jennifer. 


Jenna seemed to turn towards the two and when she noticed Slash's tears, she ran up to him and hugged him 
tightly, almost pushing her sister down the couch in the motion. Slash gave her a reprimanding look and then a 


smile. 
‘There's room enough for both of you, angels. 


The two girls snuggled into the guitarists chest, and he wrapped a protective arm around both of them. He 
really did hope he would get to stay here. That this wasn't a dream but his life, his reality. He held them 
closer, taking a good look at them. They were so pretty, his little girls. He loved them so much, he couldn't 
fathom. He couldn't understand how he could have lived without them for so long, how he could have denied 
himself to ever have them. He just couldn't believe it, how blind he'd been. He closed his eyes, a satisfied smile 


on his lips. 


‘Saul, breakfast's ready The guitarist felt a gentle hand on his forehead, caressing it, and opened his eyes to 
stare into emerald affection, locking with loving orbs. He leaned forward and kissed those soft pale lips of his 


singer, feeling Axl's own lips twist into a small smile against his. 

‘Y'better wake the girls up. Lucky y'all that today's Saturday, ‘cause otherwise we'da had one hell of a riot 
here. Also, | think late breakfast turned into late lunch’ chuckled Axl before leaving the room, going back down- 
stairs. 

Slash had never seen the redhead this happy or peaceful. Axl had always been destructive, both towards 
himself and everyone around him. Could it be that the guitarist himself had made the singer this certain and 
secure? 


Slash shook the children in his arms softly, and heard them yawn as their eyes lazily fluttered open 


‘Time to eat now, baby-girls. 


‘Dad, daddy's done with breakfast?" asked Jennifer hopefully. 
‘Huh? Slash responded, a confused look on his face. 


‘Jen wonders if daddy's done with breakfast yet, Jenna explained. Then Slash got the hang of it. He was 
referred to as dad, while Axl was talked about as daddy. 


‘Yeah, yeah daddy's done with breakfast. We better hurry down-stairs and get ourselves some, the guitarist 
said as he scooped both girls up in his arms and carried them all the way down the stairs. The children giggled 
in fits as he swung them a little from side to side. 


‘Here comes the brides!" called Slash before entering the kitchen, earning an amused chuckle from Axl. 


The guitarist put the children down, and they immediately ran to their seats. On the table was bread, milk, 
coffee (no Jack here), butter, peanut-buttr, jelly, cheese - all you could imagine. Slash eyes widened at Axl's 
productivity, and at his initiative. He'd never thought Axl would actually do something like this for anybody but 
himself. He'd never thought Axl could've been anything but selfish. 


‘Are you having a nice day, baby.?' Slash chuckled. 


‘The best, responded Axl, grinning widely. He was clad in shorts now, with a loose T to go with it. Slash 
recognized the shirt as his, even though he'd never seen the cloth before. The vocalist looked so gorgeous 


even when buttering the children's toasts, his hair brought up in a messy, high pony-tail. 


They ate in silence, or at least Slash and Axl did. The girls chattered away about stuff they'd done at pre- 
school and day-care the day before. Jenna showed a picture she had drawn of their family, two figures whose 
heads appeared to be on fire and two others resembeling scare-crows, telling of how the other children had 
bullied her when she'd explained she had two dads. Slash caught a glimpse of the old Axl flaring in the 
redhead's eyes at those words, and he bit his lips. He knew he would have to handle that sooner or later in the 


day. 


After dinner, Slash remained in the kitchen, helping Axl clean up. He did the dishes, stowed them away and 
watched Axl put the food back into the refrigerator in silence. 


‘Why the fuck do they have to do that, Axl suddenly hissed, snapping and clutching at a plastic bag. 
‘Do what?" asked Slash blankly, not really getting the catch at first. 


‘Bully the kids, goddamn it! What the fuck did you think, fuckface?!' Axl exclaimed in a loud voice, throwing his 


arms out, tone heavy with both despair and pain 


Slash immediately stopped what he was doing and went over to the redhead, taking him in his arms and just 
holding him there. Axl tensed up at first, but then he wrapped his arms around Slash's neck, relaxing and 


sighing softly. 


‘| knew it'd come down to this, Saul. Is a goddamn miracle our fans didn't abandon us too, Axl murmured sadly 


in his ear. Slash cupped the older man's jaw, locking with his stare, caressing the pale skin with his thumb. 


‘We've got each other. We've got the girls. That's all that really matters, William, Slash whispered and brought 
their lips together. 


Axl moaned weakly and pressed himself tighter against the guitarist. Slash responded by letting his arms fall 
and snaking them around the singer's waist. How he'd missed the feel of Axl's body against his, missed how 
soft his skin felt to the touch. He'd missed Axl's taste; strawberry and sweets, his smell; cologne and lavendar- 
shampoo, his eyes; emerald and emotional, his hair; feathry and floating like liquid fire, his voice; deep and 
smooth, caressing.. everything, really. That night, they shared bed for the first time in sixteen years - or, at 
least to Slash it was. 


There was passion, lust, love and affection. Whispered words, echoing screams. Urgent movements coming to an 
abrupt peek. There was burning need followed by utter bliss. The feel of Axl falling asleep in Slash's arms, the 
sound of his light and even heart-beats, his soft breathing. The peaceful and calm look on his face, his 
intoxicating scent. That night, Slash fell asleep to the feelings of love and belonging, of safety and serenity. 


The next day, Slash woke up in a foreign world to a foreign woman 


